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The Bazooka-Bazooma King 


ndy Sidaris is retiring. 
First Carson, now this. I don’t know how much 
the entertainment world can take. 

The man who has used more Playboy Playmates 
in his movies than D.W. Griffith used extras. The 
man who built an entire movie around a giant deadly 
rubber snake that was pulled through the grass like 
a garden hose. The man who once wrote a script that 





Duelling undercover spies Dona Speir and Julie Strain 
demonstrate how they blend into a crowd, in the guns- 


and-garbonzas epic Fit To Kill. 


featured a beautiful blonde government agent sud- 
denly saying, “Well, that can wait. I don’t know 
about you, but I’m hitting the Jacuzzi!” The man who 
has blown up more helicopters and bazookaed more 
speedboats than anyone except Cubby Broccoli him- 
self. The man who learned twenty years ago the first 
principle of filmmaking—that if you set up a 35- 
millimeter camera and turn it on, women will take 
their clothes off for no reason. 

Sorry to bring you the sad news, but 
the entire exploitation-movie press corps 
of America gathered in New York City 
to bid the great man farewell. I was 
there. Lawrence Cohn of Variety, who 
has watched every B movie ever made, 
was there. The Phantom of the Movies 
was there. Gary Hertz, who helps put 
together The Psychotronic Video Guide, 
was there. Dan Cziraky of Femme 
Fatales magazine was there. The enor- 
mously talented Dona Speir, who has 
starred in a record seven Sidaris films 
and won “Breast Actress” in the Drive- 
In Academy Awards four times—Dona 
was there. Regis Philbin was there. I 
have no idea why Regis Philbin was 
there, but he was there. 

And on this historic night at Planet 
Hollywood, after the world premiere 
screening of Andy’s latest flick, Fit To 
Kill, I got a chance to interview the 
great man about his entire career, and 
I got to ask him the question I always 
wanted to ask him—namely, “What does 
it all mean, Andy? I’ve seen all of your 
films, and I haven’t understood any of 
them. You’ve got Russian agents, Japa- 
nese agents, CIA agents, terrorists, 
kung-fu killers, diamond thieves, lounge 
singers, topless pilots, stolen computer 
disks, art thieves, and a whole bunch of 
girls running around in safari shorts 
with ammo belts strapped across their 
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chests. What does it all mean?” 

And Andy looked at me and he said two words: 
“Foreign sales, Joe Bob. It means foreign sales.” 

And so now it can finally be revealed to all you 
idealistic young filmmakers out there. Here’s what 
you've gotta have: 

Big healthy nekkid blonde American girls. 

Big hunky body-builder types with bazookas. 

Exploding helicopters. 

Exploding Jeeps. 

Exploding motorcycles. 

Everything filmed in either Hawaii, Las Vegas, 
or Dallas. (Don’t ask me why, but the foreign guys 
love these places.) 

No profanity. Not even a single F-word. (Foreign 
governments are pickier than ours.) 

Put them all together, and you’ve got lines around 
the block in Pakistan, Abu Dhabi, Nigeria, Den- 
mark, and—most horrifying of all—Paris, where 
there is actually something called the “Cinema du 
Sidaris.” 

Andy never paid a dime for a script. He wrote em 
himself. It takes him four days per script. The closest 
he ever got to a professional actor was Erik Estrada. 
And he once considered shooting the movies without 
buying actual film, but his foreign sales agents told 
him they might run into distribution problems. 

In other words, Andy and his producer wife, 
Arlene, made the cheapest movies in history and the 
most successful movies in history. You compare the 
amount they spent with the amount they made, and 
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Yes, Andy Sidaris actually filmed this shot. 
The legs belong to Julie Strain. The gun be- 
longs to R.J. (son of Roger) Moore. 

you get profit margins never dreamed of at Sony, 
IBM, or even Jenny Craig Diet Centers. 

In other words, my kinda producer. 

Crank up the old RV, Andrew, and get out of 
town while you're still battin a thousand. You de- 
serve it. 

Meanwhile, we have the final installment in the 
Sidaris series about bikini-clad undercover federal 
agents that began with Malibu Express and contin- 
ued with Hard Ticket to Hawaii, Picasso Trigger, 
Savage Beach, Guns, Do or Die, and Hard Hunted. 
The eighth in this series is Fit To Kill, and one thing 
you can say about Andy is that, when he makes a 
sequel, he makes a goldurn sequel. It’s impossible to 
tell whether this is the first movie in the series or the 
eighth movie in the series. 

This is the old familiar story of beach-bunny 
spies Dona Speir and Roberta Vasquez taking a bath 
in a waterfall, when they’re suddenly interrupted by 
a paint-ball attack, strafed by miniature-helicopter 
artillery, then sent to a meeting with nude disc 
jockey Ava Cadell, her hot-tubbing assistant Sandra 
Wild, and topless lounge singer Cynthia Brimhall. 
All of these women are, of course, crack undercover 
agents. (So far, if you’re counting, we’ve already 
been introduced to Miss March 1984, Miss Novem- 
ber 1984, the hostess of “Playboy’s Pillow Previews”— 
sorry, I don’t know what it is, either—and Miss 
October 1985.) But—oh my God! not him again!— 
suddenly R.J. (son of Roger) Moore shows up in Las 


Vegas, sitting around 
on his yacht again 
and having sex with 
Julie Strain, 1993 
Penthouse Pet of the 
Year and “interna- 
tional hit lady,” as 
well as Carolyn Liu, 
Miss July 1990 
(Hong Kong Edition). 
These women are 
also—alas—“under- 
cover federal agents.” 

See, what’s hap- 
pening is that Moore 
has this plan to steal 
the Alexa diamond, 
which is being given 
by the Russians to 
the United States 
because it was stolen 
by the Nazis during 
World War II, but 
Dona has a suspicion 
that that’s what he’s 
going to do, and so 
she dresses up in a 


sexy party dress and goes to a reception where she 

ends up dancing with him, then getting knocked out, 

drugged, and the diamond gets lost and...uh.. 

sorry, I kind of lost track during this part. I guess 

we'll just have to wait for Regis Philbin’s review. 
Meanwhile, what I can tell you is: 





Dona Speir, Cynthia Brimhall, Julie Strain and 
Roberta Vasquez making an R.J. Moore sandwich in 
a scene apparently left out of the final director’s cut. 
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Drive-In Theater 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 


11 Pacific. 


August 14: Saturday the 14th: Lame Friday the 13th spoof 


Sixteen dead bod- 
ies. Twenty-eight 
breasts. Bikini ninja. 
Beer-can shooting. 
Four shootouts. One 
motor vehicle chase. 
Gratuitous footage of 
evil Nazis. Exploding 
dune buggy. Exploding 
bamboo. Exploding 
yacht. Kung Fu. Bimbo 
Fu. Chloroform Fu. 
Throwing star Fu. 
Drive-In Academy 
Award nominations for 
Dona Speir, for ten 
years of these movies, 
and for saying “Kane! 
That bastard tried to 
have us_ killed!”; 
Cynthia Brimhall, for 
singing a gratuitous 
lounge song called “I 
Love the Dream, But I 
Can’t Make Believe”; 
Julie Strain, for hav- 
ing sex on the kitchen 


sink and saying “Captain Burke, you naughty nau- 
tical boy!” and “Anchors aweigh!”; and R.J. Moore, 
for spoofing his own father by shooting his pistol 
through a woman’s shapely legs. 
Four stars—and a chapter in history is closed. 
Joe Bob says check it out. 


starring Richard Benjamin and Paula Prentiss as a couple 
who move into a new house where there are shark fins in the 
bathtub, the TV only plays The Twilight Zone, monsters peek 
through every window, and the actors fail to locate a plot. One- 
half star. (Second feature: Child’s Play 3: Chucky the Killer Doll 
is back, still looking for the soul of a child he can inhabit, still 
plaguing the life of Justin Whalin, now 16 years old and doing 
time at a military academy. Chucky mails himself to the school 
and decides to “be a bro” by summoning the old demon of a mass 
murderer to take over the body of Jeremy Sylvers, a naive 
young black child at the academy. Better than part two, not quite 
as good as the original. Three and a half stars.) 

August 21: Netherworld: Great horror fantasy starring 
Michael Bendettias a young man who inherits his father’s vast 
land holdings in Louisiana. When he arrives, he finds that his 
father was a devotee of voodoo, as practiced at a swamp bordello 
where a hooker played by Denise Gentile steals the spirits of 
birds and uses them to bring the dead back to life. Bird-brained 
zombies ensue. Four stars. (Second feature: Three For One: 
Lamebrain Italian sex comedy, starring Martina Castel asa girl 
who was ugly in high school but now, after a makeover, sets out 
to conquer the three football stars who tormented her—by having 
sex with all of them at once. Unfortunately, she’s still ugly. Zero 
stars.) 


Joe Bob with Monique and Steve 


“Emmanuelle Week” on Showtime 


Every night at 11, on The Movie Channel’s sister network, 
Showtime, Joe Bob will host a tribute to the Emmanuelle series. 

August 23: Emanuelle, Queen of the Desert 

August 24: Emanuelle’s Amazon Adventure 

August 25: Emmanuelle in the Orient 

August 26: Emanuelle In Bangkok 

August 27: Emmanuelle 5: Monique Gabrielle, the star of 
the film, and director Steve Barnett are Joe Bob’s final guests 
for the final night of “Emmanuelle Week.” 





Joe Bob’s message to the ACLU, all atheists, and anybody in ‘Kill Zone’. . . 


Say Your Goddamn Prayers! 


heyre arguing about prayer in the schools 

again. 

How long we been arguing about this? Thirty 
years? 

Don’t you ever get so goldang sick of arguing 





Tony Dorsett makes his film debut che elatigtiterizte sprokimately 547 


Viet Cong soldiers, in Kill Zone. 


about something that you say, “Okay, I dont care 
anymore! We'll eat chinese food! You can drive! Your 
mother can stay in the house as long as she wants to!” 

I mean, how could people keep up this argument 
for this long without going crazy? 

Let’s take a look at it, okay? Is it realiy this 
complicated? 

Thirty years ago, the teacher used to lead a 
prayer in the school. 

Then Madalyn Murray O’Hair got real upset and 
filed lawsuits until they made em stop doing that. 

Some schools started having a “minute of si- 
lence,” which we all know, of course, as the minute 
you spend acting like you’re thinking about God 
when you're actually thinking about whether you 
could aim a spitwad at Trudi Verona’s butt and 
launch it before the minute of silence is over. 

I liked the “minute of silence” myself, but the 
fundamentalists like Pat Robertson didn’t like it. 
They wanted real industrial-strength prayers, with 
words. And so they said, “What if a student wants to 
stand up and say a prayer in class?” 

And they did this for a while. They would suppos- 
edly go around the room, and every thirty days it 
would be your turn to say the prayer, except every 
normal person in the room refused to lead the prayer, 
and so it ended up being Trudi Verona and three or 


four other Trudi Verona types who go to Babtist 
churches and the Church of Christ and don’t allow 
beer in the house, even on the Fourth of July. 

So these tended to be Christian prayers, and the 
Arabs and the Jews = t care much for em, and so 

s they complained about it, 
and the ACLU, of course, 
feels like the universe will 
explode ifthere’s any kind 
of prayer in the school, 
and so finally we went 
back to no prayers at all. 

Look. People. Please. 
First a word to the Fetus 
Fans and other funda- 
mentalists: 

If the prayer is so all- 
fired goldang important 
to you, then why don’t you 
just get all the little tow- 
headed religious rug rats 
together in one place five 
minutes before school 
starts? Wouldn't this solve 
the problem. You could 
have your prayer, and 
nobody would know. You could talk to God without 
getting in anybody else’s face. 

And now a word to the atheists, ACLUers, and 
other froth-mouth liberals: 

If you really believe in free speech, why don’t you 
just let every kid in the class say any kind of prayer 
he wants to say, every day? So you might have classes 
with Catholic prayers, Protestant prayers, Jewish 
prayers—obviously we’re gonna need a time limit 
here—Hindu prayers, Muslim prayers, and, for those 
of us who always refused to join anything, prayers to 
whatever we decide to pray to that day. 

I would have loved this. I would have made up 
different prayers for each day. One day a prayer to 
Godzilla, the next day a prayer to hookers in Miami 
Beach. And we could make it even more interesting 
by doing the prayers in a different order each day, so 
that whoever went late could make fun of the previ- 
ous prayers. 

Then we get a whole lot of religion, a whole lot of 
free speech, and a whole lot of fun at the same time. 

It would also be a lot easier to tell who in the class 
you wanted a date with. 

But even if nobody goes for this idea, my point is, 
Isn’t there some easy way to solve this? 

Yall stop it, you hear me? Just stop it. 

Speaking of people who should give it up, Kill 


Zone is the 8,451st exploding-bamboo 
flick directed by Cirio H. Santiago, 
the madman of the Philippines, the 
man who blows up three buildings for 
every one word of dialogue spoken in 
his movies. Ninety-five per cent of a 
Cirio Santiago movie is machine-gun 
fire, and the rest is either David 
Carradine or Jan-Michael Vincent or 
Michael Pare saying “Where’s my 
goddam air cover?” and “That’s all I 
intend to say about it corporal; I would 
advise you to drop it.” And the amaz- 
ing thing is that they keep fighting 
the war in Nam over and over and 
over again, and we keep winning. We 
have to cheat to win, but we do win. 
It’s like they turn these movies out in 
order to prove that, if we had just 
remembered to cheat, Vietnam would 
be a democratic country today. 

Anyhow, Kill Zone is about a platoon of Marines 
sent by acrazy colonel—David Carradine, of course— 
to knock out a supply depot in Cambodia. But you 
won't believe who the wildman machine-gunning 
party-animal gung-ho leader of the assault team is. 

Tony Dorsett. 

That’s right. The football player. You haven’t 
lived till you’ve seen this guy strap some ammo 
across his nekkid chest, serpentine through a bar- 
rage of Cong artillery fire, and cuss at the top of his 
lungs as he squeezes off 97,000 rounds of fire, killing 
at least one Viet Cong soldier with every bullet fired. 

Marines go into jungle. Marines blow up train. 
Marines hide out in Indian village. Marines team up 
with Indians to blow up Cong ammo dump. David 
Carradine shows up and pulls a Lieutenant Calley 





Rob 


David Carradine chomps cigars and scenery. 
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“slaughter-the-gooks” number before Robert Young- 
blood, as the sensitive young captain, cleans his 
clock. 

In other words, no plot to get in the way of the 
story. 

Three hundred seventy-two dead bodies. (A new 
modern record!) Two breasts. Flaming Viet Cong. 
Exploding bamboo. One motor vehicle chase. Two 
exploding copters. Exploding train. Punji-stick im- 
palement. Kung Fu. Torture Fu. Bow-and-arrow Fu. 
Drive-In Academy Award nominations for Tony 
Dorsett, for putting his heart into it as the topless- 
dancer-loving corporal who says “It’s payback time!”; 
Vivian Velez, as the stone-face native girl in a jungle 
bikini, who says “We are peaceful people, but we 
want the NVA out of our country”; Archie Adamos, as 
the outraged South Vietnamese officer who screams 
at David Carradine “You think you are God!”; and, of 
course, David Carradine, for doing a sort of psychotic 
John Wayne impersonation, and saying “These people 
aren't even human!” and “Send a message to 


Charley—the beast is in the bush, and he’s hungry!” 
Two stars. 
Joe Bob says check it out. 








R.I.P. 


La Habra Drive-In 
La Habra, California 


Bureaucrat Alert! The City Council of La 
Habra, California, has voted to approve the rip- 
ping down of the La Habra Drive-In on Imperial 
Highway—so some dimwit can build a $15 mil- 
lion shopping center “anchored” by a Vons 
Superstore. Disgusting. Malcolm Alcala of 
Whittier reminds us that, without eternal vigi- 
lance, it could happen here. 












Reviews by the Big Studio Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


a a a oe 
Pinocchio 


Restored version of the “splendid” “incredible” “genuinely 
scary” animated classic (“Disney animation at its finest,” al- 
though “Pinocchio is a little wooden”) about Geppetto, the kindly 
old clockmaker who wishes his marionette was a “real boy.” (“This 
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Pinocchio refused to sign his Disney contract unless co-star 


Jiminy Cricket agreed to play a midget. 


was 1940, when pedophiles were few and far between.”) The Blue 
Fairy grants Geppetto’s wish, and Pinocchio is brought to life 
with Jiminy Cricket as his conscience. After a series of harrowing 
adventures with Figaro the cat and Cleo the fish, including one 
nightmarish sequence where the “bad boys” are turned into 
monkeys and shipped off to the salt mines, and another where 
Pinocchio is sold into bondage by a fox, Pinocchio rescues his dad 
from the belly of a giant whale and becomes a “real boy” indeed. 
It won two Academy Awards—for Best Score and Best Song, 
“When You Wish Upon a Star.” “People say this country is going 
down the tubes, but just think where we’d be ifthere had not been 
so many people who grew up watching Walt Disney movies.” 
“Underwater animation, lavishly detailed backgrounds—great 
plot!” “Stands the test of time.” “The choreographing of the clocks 
and the Stromboli puppet show are master- 
ful set-pieces to watch.” “Pinocchio meets 
Jonah-and-the-Whale and Reynard-and- 
Isengim of the Old German beast epics.” “My 
only complaint is that Monstro, the whale, 
perpetuates a negative stereotype of whales.” 
Minority opinion: “Only an outfit headquar- 
tered in Orange County would re-release a 
cartoon which depicts a sexually harrassing 
cricket, a foster father in bed with his foster 
son, child bondage, gangster children, ani- 
mal cruelty and an assault on a great whale.” 
Voices: Dickie Jones (Pinocchio), Chris- 
tian Rub (Geppetto), CliffEdwards (Jiminy 
Cricket), Evelyn Venable (The Blue Fairy), 





Official Rating 
System 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 
94-89 Classic 


88-84 Excellent 
83-80 Decent 

79-75 Watchable 
74-65 Pathetic 
64-50 Dog Doo Doo 





Walter Catlett (J. Worthington Foulfellow), Frankie Darro 
(Lampwick), Charles Judels (Stromboli and The Coachman), 
Don Brodie (Barker). Story adaptation: Ted Sears, Otto En- 
glander, Webb Smith, William Cottrell, Joseph Sabo, 
Erdman Penner, Aurelius Battaglia, from the writings of 
Carlo Lorenzini (pen name Carlo Collodi). Directors: Ben 
Sharpsteen, Hamilton Luske. [RKO/Walt Disney. 1940/85. | 
Overall rating: 95. 
ee ee 


Lethal Weapon 3 


“Overblown” “mindless” “thinly plotted” “cartoonish” 
but “excellent” and “ultra-violent” buddy-cop hit “played strictly 
for fun” by Mel Gibson and Danny Glover, who is only one 
week away from retirement, as police detectives investigating 
a corrupt cop, the “okay” Stuart Wilson, and battling inter- 
ference from internal affairs detective Rene Russo—who 
“makes the film—no other actress looks that good kickboxing 
and crossing her eyes”—with a sub-plot supplied by a re- 
formed “real estate entrepreneur,” the “not great but always 
fun-to-watch” Joe Pesci, who was “better in Lethal Weapon 
2.” “Sergeant Fury Meets Sergeant Slaughter Meets Mad 
Max.” “One long standup routine, punctuated by frequent 
outbursts of violent action.” “Starts out as a nineties inner-city 
Adam 12, then dissolves into a Silk Stalkings-a-trois.” “The 
big chase scene is one of the very best I’ve seen.” “It’s about 
time the series got a decent female character.” “Weakest of the 
three films to date, but Glover and Gibson do a lot to keep it 
interesting.” “The cops talk about love a lot and seem to mean 
it—in a macho shoot-em-up, it’s odd but not wholly unpleas- 
ant.” “I asked for nothing, expected nothing, and got nothing.” 
The script by Jeffrey Boam and Robert Mark Kamen has 
the usual great lines, including “You have the right to remain 
unconscious. Anything you say will not be much.” Nineteen 
dead bodies. Three motor vehicle chases. Five explosions. 
Hammer through the chest. Kung Fu. Kung Fa. Hatchet Fu. 
Cast: Steven Kahan, Darlene Love, Traci Wolfe, Damon 
Hines, Ebonie Smith, Mary Ellen Trainor. Director/co- 
producer: Richard Donner. [ Warner. 1992.] Overall rating: 85. 


ZBBEeEH B&B 
Encino Man 


99 6. 


“Good-natured” “somewhat cheesy” “vibrant” “irresistible” 
“often mindless” “teen comedy without sex and nudity (which 
might have helped)” about two high school buddies, “bearable”- 
to-“awful” Pauly Shore and “one-dimensional” “bland” “weak” 
Sean Astin, who unearth a glacierized caveman (the “great” 
Brendan Fraser) while digging a backyard pool. Once he thaws 
out, the Cro-Magnon Dude starts trolling for babes with his pals 
and becomes more popular than either of them, eventually saving 
them from “complete geekdom.” Grossed $39 million at the box 
office. “Best thing thawed out of ice since James Arness as The 
Thing.” “Heavy-duty babeage for dudes. Nary 
a geekazoid for the ladies in the audience.” “A 
cross between Iceman and Revenge of the 
Nerds, without anything new added.” “A su- 
perb drive-in ‘Best of Breed’ flick.” “Sean 
Astin and Brendan Fraser deserve all sorts of 
honors and awards for being in so many 
scenes with Pauly Shore.” “Pauly Shore looks 
ten years too old to be a high school senior.” 
“Dance scenes were okay for white people.” 
“Defrosted cave man gag wears thin.” “Notas 
spontaneously creative as Wayne’s World 
nor as broad a sub-cultural comment as Fast 
Times at Ridgemont High.” “Much like A 
Clockwork Orange, they supposedly speak 


English but you still need sub-titles.” “I 
could have used an interpreter.” Two dead 
bodies. Two motor vehicle chases. Wres- 
tling Fu. Cro-Magnon Fu. Cast: Megan 
Ward (“excellent” as the love interest), 
Mariette Hartley (““subpar” and “under- 
utilized” as mom), Michael DeLuise 
(“good” as Mark), Richard Masur (as dad). 
Writer: Shawn Schepps (“a hoot”). Direc- 
tor: Les Mayfield. [Hollywood Pictures. 
1992.] Overall rating: 81. 


HBEE & 
Dark Horse 


Some people can stomach the girl- 
who-loves-a-horse movie, and some people 
can’t, so this is either an “above-average” 
“beautiful” “decent story that avoids most 
of the cliches of the troubled-youngster 
plot” or a “trite and untrue mess,” “a big 
pile of horse stuff.” It stars Ari Meyers 
(“looking like a ten-year-old in dire need of 
hormone therapy”) as a girl whose mother 
dies and is devastated when she has to 
relocate to a small town in the western Rockies with her architect 
father, Ed Begley Jr., who “wears three shirts at a time!” and 
“has a speech impediment at the beginning of the movie, but gets 
better.” The girl falls in with a new group of friends whose bad 
influence leads to her serving community-service time on a horse 
ranch for screwed-up kids. She fallsin love with a horse, while her 
father falls in love with the horse ranch owner, the “excellent” 
Mimi Rogers. Girl and horse fall off a cliff, but the horse 
miraculously recovers as the girl “struggles to walk again.” “I 
waited for ‘Jet’ the horse to open his yap and say, ‘Wilbur, get me 
outta here!” “This seems to be made up of bits and pieces of other 
movies—the neglected kid film, the reformed bad kid film, the 
National Velvet clone, the ‘overcome your handicap’ disease-of- 
the-week film, etc.” “This reminds me of those ‘After School 
Specials,’ but it goes down easy.” “This is the type of film you make 
your kids watch when they are feeling sorry for themselves 
because they are bored with their current Nintendo games or 
don’t have enough allowance for a day at the mall.” Tab Hunter, 
“trying to act like Brian Dennehy,” “wrote the story, produced it, 
and co-stars. Ah, for the glory years of surfing movies.” “Tab 
should go back to bleaching his hair for a living.” “Trigger and 
Flicka saw this flick with me. They want their money back.” “Ross 





lightweight Encino Man. 


Mel Gibson and Danny Glover are laughing all the way to the ammunition 
dump in Lethal Weapon 3. 


Pauly Shore and Sean Astin find a Cro-Magnon man in the backyard 
and disguise him as a foreign-exchange student from Estonia, in the 





Perot claimed it was ‘time to clean out the barn.’ He might like to 
start here.” Cast: Brooke Cusky (“standout” as Amy), Donovan 
Leitch, Bojesse Christopher, Natasha Gregson Wagner, 
Samantha Eggar. One motor vehicle chase. Writer: J.E. 
MacLean (“realistic, not preachy”). Director: David Hemmings 
(“light touch”). [Live. 1992.] Overall rating: 78. 


Bees G& 
Honey, I Blew Up the Kid 


“Ho-hum” “predictable” “harmless” but “involving” “ripoff of 
The Amazing Colossal Man” that grossed $60 million at the box 
office, starring Marcia Strassman as the mom-in-sneakers, “an 
amazing amnesiac” who forgets what happened in the first movie 
and leaves the baby (Daniel Shalikar and Joshua Shalikar) in 
the care of his eccentric-scientist dad, “standout” Rick Moranis. 
This time dad is working on an enlargement ray with “bad guy 
yuppie scientist” John Shea, “a decent villain.” They acciden- 
tally zap the baby and turn him into a 112-foot monster who 
terrorizes Las Vegas, as neon lights make him grown even bigger, 
until the Air Force considers shooting him. Lloyd Bridges 
“mails in his performance” as the benevolent lab owner trying to 
help Moranis get the kid back. “Blow up the negatives!” “No 
action, no plot, no point.” “They don’t kill the giant 
baby at the end. Too bad.” “Passable film for small 
kids.” “I suppose much of the credit should go to the 
baby wrangler.” “Dumb premise that exploits kids— 
even the neighborhood kids thought it was dumb.” 
“Good special effects.” Best line: “I'd hate to change 
his diaper.” Two motor vehicle chases. Three explo- 
sions. Cast: Robert Oliveri (as the other son), 
Kenneth Tobey (“bit part”). Writers: Thom 
Eberhardt, Peter Elbling, Garry Goodrow. 
Director: Randal Kleiser (“I prefer The Blue La- 
goon”). [Walt Disney. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 76. 


BHEeEE SB 
Adventures in Dinosaur City 


9 6¢ 


99 66 


This “wacky” but “cheesy” “run-of-the-mill 
kids fare” “yawner’—“a heavy-duty H.R. Puffen- 
stuff—uses the “animatronics” of John Criswell 
to tell the story of the children of “nerdy scientists” 
who get sucked through a TV screen back to the 
Stone Age, where they meet Rex the crime-fighting 
tyrannosaurus and race against the sundial to 
battle an evil Allosaurus and his army of “stupid 
cavemen” to retrieve a stolen power cell and save 
Saur City from melting down. “Ren & Stimpy meet 
the Flintstones.” “For a blatant rip-off of Ninja 


Turtles, this isn’t bad. The ac- 
tion fight scenes are good enough 
for kids. No gore. Animation is 
only so-so.” “Mostly boring, and 
derivative of Star Wars and Back 
to the Future.” “Cheapness over- 
shadows any possible message.” 
“My five-year-old enjoyed it.” “It 
takes place in a ‘made by Mattel’ 
world with plastic jungles, rub- 
ber dinosaurs and obvious styl- 
ized matte painting back- 
grounds.” “The dinosaurs defi- 
nitely out-act the humans and 
Cro-Magnons.” “The adult ac- 
tors are all subpar, especially 
the ‘rock’ cave people.” “A few 
funny one-liners, mostly from 
the woman inthe leopard skin, ~ 
doing what seems to be a bad 
Mae West impression.” “Why is 
the blonde bimbo cave woman 
doing a Mae West imitation?” 
The dinosaurs have the best line: 
“Gimme claw.” Two explosions. 
Three brawls. Cast: Tiffanie 
Poston (“fetching” as a whole- 
some teenager), Shawn Hoff- 
man, Omri Katz, Megan 
Hughes. Voices: David Jollife, 
Patrick Labyorteau, Rob 
Sherwood. Writers: Wili Bar- 
onet, Lisa Morton. Director: 
Brett Thompson. [Republic. 
1991/92.] Overall rating: 71. 


Zee & GB 
Christopher Columbus: The Discovery 


“Painful” “overlong” “just flat dull” big-budget flop “that 
never gels,” starring George Corraface, “pretty good,” although 
he “looks like Richard Lewis in a cheap wig” and “has about as 
much charisma as George Bush,” as the intrepid explorer who 
sets out for China but ends up in the Caribbean, where he steals 
gold from the natives, kidnaps some of them, and forcibly teaches 
them Latin. Featuring “half-dead” Marlon Brando as the “fat, 
lumpy, toothless and mumbling” Spanish Inquisitor and torturer 
Torquemada, the “woefully miscast” Tom Selleck as King 
Ferdinand (“ouch!”), “weak” Rachel Ward as Queen Isabella, 
and Robert Davi as the captain of the Pinta. “Bored, boring, 
borest.” “Compared to this my fourth-grade audio-visual educa- 
tional films were riveting.” “Mutiny on the Bounty Meets Sergio 
Leone Spaghetti Western. Instead of six-shooters, it’s spears and 
swords.” “Robocop with Dominicans.” “Fails to capture the impor- 
tance of this historic event. When up against other seagoing epics 
like Mutiny on the Bounty, Moby Dick or Ben Hur, this movie is 
a loose fart in a bathtub.” “The picture nearly founders with Tom 
Selleck’s first twenty words.” “Instead of forties-style Errol Flynn 
antics, we get the crew raping the cabin boy, the crew raping the 
native girls, the crew raping the ship’s cat. I love hairy-chested 
adventure stories!” “The big budget must have gone to the 
excellent recreations of the Nina, the Pinta, and the Santa Maria. 
But that’s not enough.” “I can’t tell you how thrilled I was by the 

‘end credits.” Minority opinion: “Good, not great,-but there is 
nothing wrong with this movie. Why the fuss? Why?” It took in 
only $8 million at the box office. Twenty-four dead bodies. One 





Unfortunately, the baby survives, and so does Las Ve- 
gas, in Honey, I Blew Up the Kid. 


hundred thirteen breasts. Heav- 
enly choirs out of nowhere. Leg 
rolls. Shark Fu. Arrow Fu. Duel 
Fu. Spear Fu. Cast: Nigel Terry 
(“walk-on” as Roldan), Benicio 
Del Toro (“even Eddie Deezen 
would make a less weenie-like 
bad guy” as Indian slave master 
Alvaro), Mathieu Carriere 
(King of Portugal), Catherine 
Zeta Jones (Beatriz Enriquez), 
Oliver Cotton, Christopher 
Chaplin, Peter Guinness, 
Michael Gothard, Glyn 
Grain, Manuel de Blas, Nigel 
' Harrison, Hugo Blick. Writ- 
_. ers: John Bailey, Cary Bates, 
Mario Puzo (“quietly good”). 
Director: John Glen. [Warner. 
1992/93.] Overall rating: 71. 


BEE ES 
Who Shot Pat? 


“Pointless, aimless, worth- 
less” “bottom-of-the-gym-bag” 
“metaphysical” coming-of-age 
story, set in the fifties “but with 
absolutely no sense of the era,” 
about “five morons growing up 
in Brooklyn, one of whom is so 
dense he doesn’t even realize he 
has shot himself and sets off 
rumors ofa gang war’ in Bedford 
Stuyvesant. “Slimeball New 
Yorkers try to graduate, reach puberty, stay out of gangs and get 
laid,” with “excellent” performances by Damon Clark as an 
English teacher and the “awful purty” Sandra Bullock as “the 
only good-looking girl in Brooklyn in the fifties.” “Grease comes 
to Sarah Lawrence, although Martha Graham sure doesn’t have 
anything to do with the dancing.” “It’s about growing up. No, it’s 
about falling in love. No, it’s about race relations. No, it’s about 
gang wars. No, it’s about high school pranksters. No, it’s about 
... well, ’m not really sure.” “Much of the movie is plotless—just 
scenes which don’t help develop anything.” “Thirty-year-olds are 
playing high school students—or maybe that’s typical for New 
York City.” “The male ‘students’ all look like 35-year-old editions 
of Joey Buttafuoco, except for our clean-cut hero, David Knight, 
who looks like a 35-year-old Ken Wahl.” “Can’t decide if this is a 
gang movie, a talent show Fame movie, or a high school boy- 
chases-girl story.” “None of it really works.” “A bunch of un- 
knowns aimlessly ambling through scenes that don’t connect.” 
“Dialogue and acting in opening scene suck big green ones. Too 
bad, because the script and actors rehabilitate themselves there- 
after, but the first scene is bad enough to make viewers lunge for 
the stop/eject button.” “Fifties nostalgia isn’t ‘in’ these days. 
Might have worked five years ago. Found myself uttering ‘So 
what? during key scenes.” “If anyone’s interested in the title, he 
apparently shot himself accidentally, but why or what this has to 
do with the movie is anyone’s guess.” “Great black high school a 
capella doo-wop singing group.” “Great oldies soundtrack.” One 
motor vehicle chase. Lead pipe Fu. Cast: Kevin Otto (as Knight’s 
younger brother), Aaron Ingram (as a black classmate), Brad 
Randall (as the luckless Patakango), Bridget Fogle. Writers: 
Robert Brooks, Halle Brooks. Director: Robert Brooks. 
[Warner. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 71. 


Members of the Big Studio Committee are Thomas E. Bauer, criminal defense trial lawyer, Minneapolis; Gerald Burns, 
poet, Austin, Tex.; Robert R. Campbell, corporate executive, Long Beach, Calif.; David A. Dowling, government/economics 
teacher, Stranahan High School, Fort Lauderdale, Fla.; Chip Howard, sportscaster, Bryan, Tex.; Bailey Jones, master control 
operator at a religious TV network, Birmingham, Ala.; Jo Nelle K. Jordan, graphic artist, Lewistown, Pa.; Daniel C. Rowe, 
musician, Seattle; Jeff Sadler, insurance consultant and author, Orlando; Patrick Spreng, computer bulletin board system 
operator, Carrollton, Tex.; and Mark Staycer, Satellite Music Network broadcaster, Plano, Tex. 


he return of 

Jason, in the 
form of stuntman 
Kane Hodder, is 
set for August, 
when New Line will 
release Jason Goes 
to Hell: The Final 
Friday. But the 
world of Nightmare 
on Elm Street se- 
quels is even more 
exciting. New Line 
has actually con- 
vinced Wes Cra- 
ven to direct it. The 
title: Wes Craven’s 





... Mherein we repor€ from the 
unoergrouno, the counter-culture, 
Che out-of-€he-mainsftream, ano the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
Movies, Comic books, and ofher 
places where misfits Owell. 


duced by Mena- 
hem Golan’s 21st 
Century Film Corp. 
€ 

Mirror, Mirror 
II: The Innocence 
recently completed 
filming in Los An- 
geles, and about the 
only thing it has in 
common with the 
popular original is 
the evil mirror it- 
self. Mirror, Mirror 
has been a consis- 
tent ratings winner 
on cable, including 


New Nightmare on Elm Street. And, yes, Robert a couple of showings on Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater 


Englund will star. 
€ 
We thought we’d heard every scheme 
for raising film money. Wrong. Todd 
Phillips, who’s been working on a docu- 
mentary film called Hated about self- 
destructive punk performance artist G.G. 
Allin, doesn’t have the money for post- 
production, so he’s selling a poster painted 
by convicted serial killer John Wayne 
Gacy, assuring buyers that “all proceeds 
go to the completion of the film.” (The 
poster will also be used to advertise the 
film itself.) If you want to do your part, 
you can get this “limited edition, painted 
on Death Row” for $14.95, payable to: 
Skinny Nervous Guy Productions, P.O. 
Box 367, Cooper Station, New York, NY 
10276. 
€ 
Evidence that theme-park construc- 
tion is totally out of control: Director 
Renny Harlin, best known for A Night- 
mare on Elm Street 4: The Dream Master, 
has his own theme park in Finland, based 
on his films and only his films! And look 
at what Renny has made: besides the Elm 
Street sequel, he’s directed Die Hard 2, Rambling 
Rose, and the new Sylvester Stallone hit, 
Cliffhanger. Billed as “the largest indoor amuse- 
ment park in Europe,” it’s called Planet FunFun, 
and is located just outside Helsinki. 
€ 
Death Wish V has wrapped in Toronto, with our 
favorite urban vigilante, Charles Bronson, joined 
by Lesley-Anne Down, Michael Parks, Saul 
Rubinek and Ken Welsh. 
€ 
The on-again, off-again career of Japanese mar- 
tial-arts star Sho Kosugi is on again. He'll star in 
Din-Mak: The Mark of Death, which is being pro- 






Your viscera looks familiar; I just can’t place it. 
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on The Movie Channel, but for some reason Rain- 
bow Harvest, the popular star, was not brought 


back for the sequel. Instead, it features Tracy Wells 
in the lead, as an orphaned young girl forced to live 
in a religious community, with Carlton Beener as 
her autistic brother, Lois Nettleton as the head 
nun, Veronica Cartwright as a blind seer, Sally 
Kellerman as Tracy’s older half sister, Roddy 
McDowall as a manipulative doctor, Mark Rufallo 
as the love interest, and William Sanderson as an 
unsavory handyman. Jimmy Lifton directed from 
his own script. 
€ 

Angry Thoreauan is a Southern California zine 
for tattoo-loving metalhead pierce freaks hungry for 
reviews and interviews with bands like Satanic 


Malfunctions and Jughead’s Revenge. The editor, 
who goes by the name of Tin-ear, also reports his 
run-ins with the ultra-conservative cops of Orange 
County (especially in the city of “Anaslime”), who 
tend to play rough when they see punks on the 
street. It’s a passionate 28-page bi- a — 
covers the metal field in 
depth, and goes for $1.50. 
per issue, payable to: Tin- 
ear, c/o Worldwide Mu- 
sic Union, P.O. Box 2246, 
Anaheim, CA 92814. 


In the you’re-not- 
gonna-believe-this de- 
partment: Sylvia Kris- 
tel will star in Emmanu- 
elle 7. (In case you're not 
counting, that’s more 
than 20 years since she 
starred in the original 
Emmanuelle.) 

e 

In the if-you-didn't- 
believe-that-then-you- 
definitely-won’t-believe- 
this department: In 
France, where they have 
actual laws to keep 
American shows off tele- 
vision, so that their su- 
perior culture won't be 
wrecked by the shallow- 
ness of Americans, they 
now have a TV series 
based on... Emmanuelle. 

€ 

We’re hopeless when it comes to assassination- 
conspiracy newsletters. All it takes is about three 
paragraphs before we’re totally confused by the 
names, dates, theories, footnotes, and double-re- 
verse cross references. But the most scholarly one 
we’ve ever seen is called Echoes of Conspiracy, 
written by Paul L. Hoch, who’s been studying the 
Kennedy assassination since . . . well, since the 
Kennedy assassination. Paul apparently thinks that 
something is wrong, even though he hasn’t decided 
exactly what it is yet. His 20-page typewritten news- 
letter is full of references to every article, book, police 
report, court hearing, letter, movie or anything else 
that has even remotely referred to the assassination. 
What does it all mean? To find out, send him a couple 
bucks for a sample, and call us in three years, after 
you’ve worked your way through it: Paul L. Hoch, 
1525 Acton St., Berkeley, CA 94702. 

€ 

A House United Against Itself is a collage-style 
literary magazine that includes everything from a 
“Periodic Table of Sexual Perversions” to an account 





Sylvia: No sageing here. 


of the invention of electro-shock therapy to strange 
haiku and surreal stories. To sample the little 20- 
pager, send a couple bucks to Kelly and Colleen at: 
A House United Against Itself, P.O. Box 02024, 
Columbus, OH 43202. 

e 

First Bulgaria, then 
Romania—Roger Cor- 
man’s Concorde Pictures 
has been working its way 
through Eastern Europe 
and now lands in . 
Moscow, where Concorde 
will make five pictures 
with the famous Mosfilm, 
formerly the official So- 
viet film production 
agency. (Who knows 
what it is now?) 

* 

You've got to be a 
fairly serious video 
hound to get into Video 
Watchdog, the little Cin- 
cinnati magazine that 
sometimes gets so de- 
tailedit actually analyzes 
films frame by frame. 
(The accurate subtitle is 
“The  Perfectionist’s 
Guide to Fantastic 
Video.”) Put out every 
other month by Tim 
Lucas and Donna 
Lucas, the slick 80-pager 
is full of articles, information and debate about lost 
scenes, alternate versions, new titles, running times, 
“collector’s editions,” and reviews of videos that can 
only be obtained in foreign countries. (Ever heard of 
the 1974 Italian release Madeleine, Anatomia Di Un 
Incubo, or Madeleine, Anatomy of a Nightmare, 
starring Camille Keaton, of J Spit On Your Grave 
fame? Video Watchdog has, and they’ve seen it, and 
they can tell you that it runs exactly 100 minutes, 10 
seconds.) Each issue has one really in-depth article 
on a major star, film, or director—a recent one was 
devoted to Laird Cregar, the tortured, overweight 
actor who achieved great fame as Jack the Ripper in 
The Lodger in 1944, but died a year later—and it’s 
one of the few publications that covers laserdiscs in 
detail. Still, only those with the minds of librarians 
will be able to sit through the shot-by-shot, scene-by- 
scene analysis of The Evil of Frankenstein and how 
it was altered for network TV in the sixties. This is 
an amazing publication for collectors, but the rest of 
us are likely to feel like we’re reading a law book 
written in Swahili. Send $6 for a recent issue, $24 for 
a six-issue subscription, payable to: Video Watch- 
dog, P.O. Box 52838, Cincinnati, OH 45205-0283. 


10 


You taxed our cigarettes, you taxed our gas, and now you wanna what? 


Billy, You Ain't No Democrat 


hen Billy Clinton came into office, we all 

thought he was the first true Democrat in 
several hundred thousand years. A friend of the po- 
man. 

So what does a friend of the po-man do when he 
needs to raise money? 

It’s called the progressive income tax. We in- 
vented it in 1910 to make sure that the rich people 
paid in more money than the poor people. It’s very 
simple. The more money you make, the more money 
you have to pay. 

So when Billy Clinton wants money, what’s the 
first thing he starts talking about? 

A tax on cigarettes. 

Doesn’t this guy know who smokes cigarettes? 
Lemme give you a hint: 

It’s not Donald Trump. 

Inmates smoke cigarettes. Construction work- 
ers smoke cigarettes. Railroad employees smoke 
cigarettes. 

Yuppies do not smoke cigarettes. 

So the first thing the man is talking about is a tax 
on poor people. 

What’s the next thing that gets him all excited? 

A tax on gasoline! 

Or I should say, another tax on gasoline. We 
should just call this “the tax on Texas.” If you live 
someplace where you're required to drive fifty miles 
every time you need a cup of coffee, this is like getting 
a $5,000 pay cut. Does the man really hate pickup- 


Yj, Free Junk GK¥ZWWy 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the world 
send Joe Bob freejunk, and Joe Bob gives it away atrandom, 
like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first person who 
asks for it. He gives it to the first person he notices who asks 
for it. This means whatever letter happens to be at the top 
of the stack whenever we open the mail. No dealers. Try to 
be specific. If you act like a jerk in your letter, you will 
receive no free junk for the rest of your life. 

Posters 

Mad Dog and Glory starring Robert DeNiro, Uma Thurman 
& Bill Murray; TC 2000; Street Hitz with Angelo Lopez and Cookie, 
Love Dolls with Jennifer Schwatz and Steve McDonald (2), Matinee 
with John Goodman (3), Deadly Rivals with Andrew Stevens, 
Margot Hemingway and Francesco Quinn (2), Urotsukidoji Legend 
of the Overfiend, Lorenzo’s Oil with Nick Nolte and Susan Sarandon 
(3), Mortuary Academy with Parl Bartel and Christopher Atkins, 
Army of Darkness with Bruce Campbell and Embeth Davidtz, 
Death Individual Thought Patterns, The Public Eye with Joe Pesci 
and Barbara Hershey (2); Dr. Giggles (2); Trespass with Bill Paxton 
and Ice T (2); Double Threat with Sally Kirkland and Andrew 
Stevens (2); Mr. Baseball starring Tom Selleck (3); Sneakers with 
Robert Redford and Dan Akroyd (3); Death Becomes Her with 
Meryl Streep, Goldie Hawn and Bruce Willis (3); Tusks starring 
Andrew Stevens (2); Out on a Limb with Matthew Broderick (2); 
Housesitter starring Steve Martin and Goldie Hawn (3). 





driving goat ranchers that much? 

Lemme put it another way. The people putting 
gas in their stretch limousines don’t give a flying 
frijole if the gas costs five more cents a gallon. So who 
cares about it? 

The people that don’t have five cents a gallon! 

Billy Boy, this is another tax on the po-man. 

But he’s got one more surprise in store. He wants 
to tax your cigarettes, he wants to tax your gasoline, 
and now ... he wants to tax beer. 

Surely I don’t have to explain this one to you. 

Thousands of waitresses, topless dancers, coun- 
try bands, honky-tonk owners and bartenders could 
be out of work all over Texas if this just caused beer 
consumption to go down an average of one beer per 
person per week. And none of those people shop at 
Saks Fifth Avenue. 

Three strikes, Billy Boy. You be out. 


Japanese Businessman Alert! 


The Burlingame Drive-In in Burlingame, 
California, has been bought by—you guessed it— 
the Japanese. The surprising thing is that they’re 
continuing to lease out the land to be used as a 
drive-in. Evidently they’re more American than 
we thought. Lash of San Mateo and Dave Barry 
of South San Francisco remind us that, without 
eternal vigilance, it can happen here. 
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“Ail right, everybody, let’s play Nuke The Guest” 


Sacrificial Talk-Show Lambs 


H ave you noticed lately how all daytime talk 
shows have become a nasty version of “Dunk 
the Guest”? Remember that carnival game where 
you pay money to throw baseballs at a guy sitting on 
a platform over a water tank, and if you hit the target 
just right, he falls in and gets his brand-new suit 
wet? 

Well, the same thing is going on on these talk 





shows, only the audience doesn’t have to pay any 


money. 

These shows are scary to me. And ’m a man 
who’s seen 10,000 horror movies. I’ve seen Yvonne 
DeCarlo eat human toes. But I’ve never seen any- 
thing as terrifying as the ladies who pop up in these 
studio audiences. They’re vicious, theyre loud, and 
mostly they’re angry. 

First of all, who could even get this angry at 
something on a dumb TV show? Let’s say the topic is 
“Midget Wrestlers Who Have Six Wives.” So a midget 
wrestler comes out and talks about all his wives, 
including a six-foot-four blonde Norwegian named 
Inga. And the host asks a series of apparently harm- 
less questions, like, “Do people ever criticize you for 
having so many wives?” (In other words, “We’re not 
criticizing you. Come on, loosen up. Spill your guts. 
You're among friends here. We wanna hear what- 
ever you wanna say, your most deeply felt emo- 
tions.”) Another good question would be, “Does the 
height difference ever cause any problems for you?” 
(In other words, we care about your problems. We 


could have asked the question another way: “Don’t 
people burst out laughing when they see you with 
Inga?” But, as you can tell from our tone, that’s not 
how we view the matter.) 

So the first part of the show consists of lulling the 
midget into a false sense of security. 

Then, just at the moment when he’s having a 
great time talking about himself, somebody in the 
control room says, “Okay, that’s 
enough, feeding time!” And the host 
calls on some deranged rabid animal 
with three feet of teased hair who 
stands up and says, “Well, I think 
what you're doing with your life is 
disgusting! How can you sit up there 
and deny what’s going on? I can see 
it on the faces of your midget wives 
who can’t stand having to deal with 
Inga every day. But they sacrifice 
themselves for you! But youre too 
much of a sleazeball pig to under- 
stand that!” 

And when the Deranged Audi- 
ence Member finishes this diatribe, 
there’s a cheer from the rest of the 
audience. It’s as though somebody 
yelled “Dogpile on the midget!” 

And then, one by one, people get 
up and verbally nuke this guy, who 
by now is off center and not thinking 
: clearly. And then the show's over, 
and he goes home and says, “I don’t know what 
happened. The first twenty minutes of the show 
were so great, and then something went wrong. It got 
weird on me. I don’t know why I feel awful, but I feel 
awful!” 

The reason he feels awful is that some producer 
said something to him like: “We would love to have 
you on the show. We find your profession and your 
lifestyle fascinating, and we’re sure our audience 
will, too. You sound like such an interesting person. 
We like to have unique people on the show.” 

And the guy doesn’t realize that he’s the bait. 

Listen up, people. If you see a midget wrestler 
with six wives on the street, why should it make you 
mad? You don’t have to have six wives. You don’t 
have to be a midget wrestler. You don’t have to worry 
about how a midget carries on a relationship with a 
six-foot-four Norwegian. In other words, it has noth- 
ing to do with us. So calm down, okay? 

And as to you talk show producers and hosts... 
God has a very special place in hell for you people. 
This is not nice, what you're doing. 
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Dear Joe Bob: 

Lately I’ve seen a glut 
of financial newsletters 
with columns of so-called 
practical advice on “How 
to Ride Out Tough Fiscal Times.” The first thing 
they recommend? “Add to your cash reserves so you 
can survive loss of overtime and bonuses.” 

Huh-whaa? Excuse me, isn’t this like yelling 
over to survivors in the Titanic’s lifeboats: “Know 
what you need? A thicker hull for your ship!” 
Thanks. Lots of help. 

Recommended next? “Pay off all your debts.” 
(I’m serious; this is what I’m reading!) 

In other words, how do you get through lean 
financial times? Easy. Get more money. By writing 
articles for stupid financial newsletters, perhaps? 
(We Are the Weird is a lot more practical.) 

Cordially, 

Rick Bernardo 

Berkeley, Calif. 
Dear Rick: 

Free tip: If the market crashes, sell all your 
stock. 


Joe Bob, 

In reference to your column: 

I drink large bottles of Evian water every day, 
seven days a week, fifty-two weeks a year, day in 
and day out without fail. 

There is no finer tasting water in the entire 
world and, believe me, I have been to enough 
countries to know what I am writing about when it 
comes to knowing good water. 

Before I moved to New Mexico in 1979, I had 
the fortune of drinking water on my ranch in 
California that was excellent in taste, smell and 


Joe Bob’s Advice 
to the Hopeless 


color. However, the wa- 
ter availableonmyranch 
in New Mexico, while 
good in quality and ex- 
cellent in quantity, failed 
to match what I had been accustomed to in Califor- 
nia. 

I tried Perrier (eons ago during the “hippie” 
days) and find it to be bad, bad, bad. No taste, poor 
smell, just a “rich man’s excuse” for water. I have, 
over the years, tried many other waters, claiming 
to be from all over the United States and the 
world—again, bad, bad, bad. 

Evian is the best. Try it, Joe Bob. 

Just a reader who wanted to share something 
with you avout water... 

Jacqueline Bentley 
Ruidoso, N.M. 
Dear Jacqueline: 

I’ve heard about people being passionate about 
their wine, their whiskey, and their women—but 
water? I guess I don’t get it. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Point out to your born-again (what’s the mat- 
ter, his mother didn’t do it right?) friend that the 
Bible speaks approvingly of smiling and begatting. 
Indeed, it speaks of very little else. 

P.S. How about “love one another”? 

Yours truly, 

Ruth Joan Bird 

Berkeley, Calif. 
Dear Ruth Joan: 

Correct me if ’m wrong, but I believe the exact 
Biblical quotation is, “Love one another, except for 
snotty teenagers with loud mufflers that act like 
Jerks all the time.” 





Conrad Cassell of Hunlock Creek, Pennsylva- 
nia: “I don’t know if you can find this movie. The title 
I don’t remember. But it was played by Jennifer 
Warren, who played a school teacher who fell in love 
with one of her students who was a male stripper 
dancer. She started seeing this guy because her 
husband was too busy with his job, so she went out 
on most occasions with her girlfriend and secretly 
saw this guy (little sex). Her husband knew all along 
what was going on, but he played along—just to get 
even with this poor guy. It’s not too bad.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


In the May 3 issue, Tom Traub of Marina Del 
Rey, California, described a movie in which “scien- 
tists on a tropical island created these mutated, 
turtle-like things with extra-long necks that repro- 
duced by splitting like amoebas. I don’t remember 
what the creatures did, except that they could climb 
trees and then drop on people. Looking back on the 
movie, | think it might have been British-made, just 
because the ‘tropical’ island seemed unusually cold 
and rainy, all the people were pale, and the women 
were about as attractive as 7-11 clerks.” 

We received 22 correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing, and he is... 

Brian Thomas of Chicago: “The movie Tom 
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saw is Island of Terror (1966). Directed by Terence 
Fisher (taking a break from Hammer’s Dracula and 


_ Frankenstein series), this used to be shown quite 


frequently on local TV, but, like innumerable other 
flicks, disappeared from distribution with the com- 
ing of VCRs. The island is off the coast of Ireland, 
which is why Tom thought the island was ‘unusually 
cold and rainy.’ Scientists 
Peter Cushing and Edward 
Judd, while tracking down a 
cure for cancer, accidentally 
unleash giant mutant single- 
celled monsters called ‘sili- 
cates.’ Little Tom was prob- 
ably so frightened because: A. 
The silicates were creepy ten- 
tacled glop monsters with 
hard shells on their backs who 
killed people by sucking the 
bones out of their bodies and 
leaving really gross corpses 
behind (though I suspect the 
TV prints cut out a lot of the 
gore). B. When Cushing is 
attacked by a silicate, he es- 
capes by having Judd chop off 
his arm with an axe. C. The 
film contains many scenes 
shot in dark, murky modern 
locations—unlike Hammer’s 
other horror films which were 
more studio-bound period pieces, which gave them a 
less realistic atmosphere. D. The climax has all the 
main characters trapped in a building by an ever- 
multiplying army of seemingly indestructible horror 
creatures, much like Night of the Living Dead a 
couple of years later. E. He’s a wimp. Although 
mysteriously missing from their new catalog, I’ve 
been assured that you can still get a copy of this 
chiller from Sinister Cinema.” 

Additional information came from our 21 run- 
ners-up... 

Oovus Oosfuz of New York City: “Island of 
Terror is not to be confused with 1967’s similar and 
equally great Island of the Burning Doomed, also 
directed by Fisher, starring Peter Cushing, Christo- 
pher Lee, and their respective toupees. The ‘sili- 
cates’ look like overgrown omelets that don’t want to 
go back into the pan and have a cobra-like tentacle. 
After trying to shotgun the omelets themselves, the 
stars wisely assign an extra to Molotov cocktail duty, 
and this is where the silicate drops from the tree. 
Exit extra. (Britain’s top pathologists never address 
the question of how omelet-monsters that have to be 
dragged across the floor on a string can climb trees.) 
Conventional means having failed, and facing a 
diminishing supply of extras, Cushing and Judd get 
tough and send for Our Friend the Atom. So, wear- 
ing radiation suits that make them look like giant 


Peter Cushing is 





when he loses his arm to a “silicate.” 


condoms, they borrow some strontium 90 to poison 
the silicates by letting them feed on cattle injected 
with radioactivity.” 

Ron Miller of Dallas: “The sucking of the bones 
was accompanied by a great sound effect similar to 
dozens of milk shakes being drained through straws. 
Island of the Burning Doomed has an identical plot.” 

Richard Villa of Los An- 
geles: “The ‘silicates’ look a lot 
like the ‘Crawling Eye’ crea- 
ture (without the eye, 
natcherly), but with these long 
stalks that they touch you with 
and use to suck the bones right 
out of you. All that gets left of 
you is a bucketful of green goo 
that oozes out of your clothes 
when people find your jellified 
remains and think it’s funny 
to jab at you with sticks and 
stuff. Island of Terror was di- 
rected by Terence Fisher (on 
something of a forced hiatus 
from Hammer after his un- 
successful Phantom of the Op- 

A era) and featured Peter Cush- 
Z | ing, Edward Judd, Carole 
Gray, Nial McGinnis, and 
Eddie Byrne. The executive 
producer is Richard Gordon 
(Corridors of Blood, The 
Haunted Strangler), and the electronic effects in the 
soundtrack are credited to Barry Gray, who is also 
known as the composer of Thunderbirds! (and the 
other Sylvia and Gerry Anderson kids’ puppet/sci-fi 
TV shows). The silicates’ sucking sound reminds me 
of my Hoover gobbling up wet socks and cottage 
cheese. Favorite quote: ‘There’s no face. Just a hor- 
rible . . . mush.” 

Robert Cook of Snohomish, Washington: “The 
‘silicates’ look like giant half-melted pillbugs with a 
snake-like appendage/mouth. They do move slowly 
and reproduce via fission, but their most endearing 
feature is that they feed on the calcium in the bones 
of mammals (including their creator), sucking out 
the goodies with their mouth/arm. Whenever one of 
the silicates latches onto someone, there is this 
delightfully disgusting slurping sound and the vic- 
tim ends up looking distinctly like a human-skin 
rug. I thought that the heroine/love interest (Ms. 
Grey) was somewhat better looking than your aver- 
age 7-11 clerk, but others may disagree. The flick is 
far from a classic, but you could do a lot worse when 
looking for a chill or two.” | 

Gregory Nicoll of Atlanta: “The script has 
some oddly comical moments worth noting, such as 
when Peter Cushing first sees the big house on the 
island and remarks, ‘Good lord, it looks like 
Wuthering Heights!’ The production design has the 
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ambience of the first few James Bond films, and the 
special effects are crude but extremely effective— 
particularly in the delightfully disgusting scene 
where the monsters divide themselves in puddles of 
wormy slush. There are some very creepy moments 
and some good suspense in Island of Terror, but 
what made the biggest impression on me was one 
brief, startling and bloody act of explicit violence 
that popped up near the climax of the film: a 
character’s hand is cut off by an axe, complete with 
spurting red groovy. I sure wasn’t expecting any- 
thing like that in this otherwise rather sedate little 
programmer! Scorched Earth Productions sells dupes 
of this movie, but their source copy is really pink, a 
victim of the color fading that has affected so many 
old films made on Eastman stock and other cheap 
color processes.” 

Karl Bunker of Brookline, Massachusetts: “Is- 


| Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of The 
Joe Bob Report and get the video of your choice from the Herschell 
Gordon Lewis Collectors Edition series for $10. Offer expires 
| September 30, 1993. 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription and choice of one* 
video from the Herschell Gordon Lewis Collectors Edition 
video series (listed below)—$80 in foreign countries. 


Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 
Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. only) 
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[| Suburban Roulette 


a Just For the Hell Of It 


[| Wizard of Gore 


[| Blood Feast 


[_| Two Thousand Maniacs 
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*For additional videos, add $10 each. 





Iron Joe Bob, $19 


The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs, $17.95 
A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, $9.95 
Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10 95 i 
Joe Bob Goes to the Drive-In, Sold out | ~ 


land of Terror was also released as The Creepers.” 

Christopher Martin of St. Clair Shores, Michi- 
gan: “Frankly, the movie is more sickening than 
frightening. At one point, the silicates reproduce by 
dividing themselves in two and gushing this noodle- 
laced gunk. After watching that, I couldn’t look at 
any dish with pasta in it for a month.” 

Also answering correctly were D.L. Bogart of 
Joplin, Missouri; John Hudson of Nashville; Chuck 
Hush of Poughkeepsie, New York; Dale M. John- 
son of Cincinnati; Richard Linoleum of Park 
Forest, Illinois; Terry Maher of Stow, Ohio; Allen 
Matthews of Knoxville, Tennessee; Tim Murphy 
of South El Monte, California; Wes Pierce of Or- 
lando; Warren Read of Everett, Washington; James 
Roberson of Dubach, Louisiana; Omar Velasco of 
San Antonio; Russ Weissenburger of San Diego; 
and N. Wolf of Columbus, Ohio. 


Drive-In Classics Deal-o-rama! 
Subscribe now and get a Herschell Gordon Lewis cult classic on VHS for only $10! 





Name 

Address 

City St A 
Charge Card # 

Check one: MC ___ Visa __ Exp. Date 


Signature 


1993 Binders Are Here! 


They’re still street-walkin’ red with the We Are the Weird logo 
and year. 1990 through 1992 also available. $14.95 each or 
$24.95 for two. 
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| 
Back Issues Galore! | 

$4 per single back issue | 
Every issue of The Joe Bob Report (We Are the Weird) ever 
published, plus binders: $200 | 
| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 


Complete list of back issues available upon request. Please note 
that some of the issues have mailing labels on them, but all are 
in good condition. Also, a few issues have sold out and will be 
replaced with xerox copies. 
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$2 shipping and handling per book. TX residents must add 8.25% sales tax. Please allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. zi 
Make all checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 


—— ee a ss ss = _.... es ss SE ee SS w=. oo 


A eyom oxe)om-m Oi E-Kph aleve t 





Books 


Art Revolutionary’s Handbook. $5 prepaid. 
Tom Hendricks, 4000 Hawthorne #5, Dal- 
las, TX 75219-2223. 


Video Sales 


U.S. Manga Corps, your Japanimation 
source! Dominon Tank Policd, Project A-ko, 
The Venus Wars, more. Free catalog. Call or 
write: USMC, 250 West 57th St. #317, New 
York, NY 10107, 212-977-7456. 

Scream Queen videos! Hottest U.S. and 
European releases! Free 500 title catalog! 
Video Vamp, 1483 N. Mt. Juliet Rd. #142, 
Mt. Juliet, TN 37122. 

M.B. Images presents Ranky the Nazi 
Clown. Two twisted shows for only $18! 
VHS only/1 hour. Catalog $1. P.O. Box 3759, 
St. Louis, MO 63122. 

Dark Romances—7 tales of erotic terror 
starring Scream Queen Brinke Stevens. 
Two VHS hi-fi digital volumes ofa new look 
for horror—Variety. $39.95, with poster and 
fan club information included from Facets 
Multimedia. Toll-free order number: 800- 
331-6197. 


Video Rentals 


Video rentals by mail! We specialize in 
horror, exploitation, “B”, cult, classics and 
the drive-in movies that your local video 
chain store doesn’t attempt to carry! For 
free information write Video Wasteland, 
214 Fair St., Berea, OH 44017. Or call our 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


| 

| 

| 

| Place a personal ad or message, 

sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! 

| Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge 
to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 

| forget your signature and expiration 

| date) or mail your ad with check pay- 

| able to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 

| appear in approximately three weeks. 

| Display advertising is $75 per inch. 

| 

| 

| 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 


information line Monday through Satur- 
day, 5pm to 9pm at (800) 532-1533 E.S.T. 


Fanzines 


Pro Wrestling’s best newsletter featuring 


analysis and in-depth interviews. Only 
$1.25/issue! Wrestling Perspective, Box 401, 
Camillus, NY 13031-0401. 

Bikini Girl Magazine—special double issue 
#11. $20 plus age statement payable to Lisa 
B. Herskovits, P.O. Box 3998, New York, 
NY 10163-3998. 

Bovine Gazette. “It’s not just for cows.” $1. 
Checks toS.C. Taylor, P.O. Box 2263, Pasa- 
dena, CA 91102. 


Fan Clubs 


Melissa Anne Moore Fan Club newsletter. 


For information send SASE to: 11288 
Ventura Blvd. B-389, Studio City, CA 91604. 
Monique Gabrielle Fan Club kit! Photo, 4 
newsletters and catalog, $12; kit and per- 
sonalized video letter (VHS), $25; sample 
newsletter and catalog, $2. Foreign orders 
add $1.50. Send to Monique Gabrielle, 1560- 


‘1 Newbury Rd. #420, Newbury Park, CA 


91320. 


Miscellaneous 


Wanted: Info and paraphernalia on the 


greatest filmmaker of all time: S.F. 
Brownrigg. Posters, lobby cards, videos, 
interviews. Anything! Medulla Oblongata 
Productions, P.O. Box 1337, Lexington, KY 
40590-1337. Write me Brownie! 


For sale—Filmfax #5-31 (dupes of #7). Many 


no longer available. $250. P. Sherman, 1253 


Beacon St. #3BB, Brookline, MA 02146- 
5203. 

@ 
Real human bones, skulls, trading cards, 
model kits, serial killers, G.G. Allin, real 
death pictures, movie props, uncut videos 
and more. Over 1,000 horror items! Send $3 
to Foxx Entertainment, 327 West Laguna, 
Tempe, AZ 85282. Must sign you're at least 
18. It’s that intense! 

@ 
Joe Bob Briggs has a limited number of 
openings available on his “board of drive-in 
experts,” which screens and rates videos to 
get a consensus opinion. No extensive writ- 
ing involved, but you must love watching 
movies. Joe Bob chooses videos, which cir- 
culate among the board, often weeks before 
their “official” release date. No pay, but 
your opinions published and credited. State 
qualifications to Joe Bob, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 
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